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	1. Chapter 1

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OC. **

Lucy Pevensie woke to the snap of a twig, her eyes snapping open at the miniscule sound in the seemingly endless forest. Slowly, she pushed herself off of the forest floor, careful not to disturb her sleeping siblings and the D.L.F.

"Susan," she whispered, "wake up!" Her elder sister, partially awake, rolled onto her stomach.

" 'Tis early Lu," she mumbled, her mind still under the influence of sleep, "whatever you like." Susan settled her cheek onto her folded arms as she stilled, falling back into the embrace of sleep. Lucy frowned slightly before another noise drew her attention once again back to the forest, her head snapping around to look, hair fanning out as she did so.

Sparing one last glance at her sleeping sister, she padded into the woods, re-tracing the footsteps that she followed in her dream. Contrary to her dream however, the golden light that bathed the trees was absent in the waking-world; the trees and forest itself seemed to carry an aura of foreboding, darkness and shadows blanketing the land in front of her. Nevertheless, the Queen of Narnia continued to follow the path she had walked while sleeping. Approaching a tree, she brought a hand up to softly touch the bark,

"Wake up," she pleaded softly, looking up into its branches sadly before continuing to walk. She approached the rocks from her dream, searching profusely around her, eyes combing through the forest for any sign of the Great Lion. From around the bend in the path, on the other side of the rocks, a slight growling sound was emitted, and a smile graced Lucy's face. "Aslan?!" she exclaimed, grinning and moving to round the bend. Before the young Queen could go to far, a pair of arms snaked around her, a hand moving to cover her mouth, as her older brother Peter grabbed her shoulder and pulled her behind the brush. She struggled at first, but seeing her brother, the youngest Pevensie stopped fighting and the two siblings moved to peer around the corner.

Instead of the great lion that Lucy had been hoping for, a massive Minotaur was walking through the woods, its giant hooves and weapons laden back producing an element of fear in the girl, her mind remembering the beast that she once fought against when she and her siblings helped Aslan to defeat the White Witch. Peter brought his finger up to his lips, signaling for his sister to be quiet, and moved to engage the creature, drawing his sword as he silently moved towards the giant Narnian.

Without warning, a young man emerged from the forest, seemingly out of nowhere and with a loud cry, swung his sword at Peter. The man looked to be around Peters own age of 18, possibly a few years older, but his shaggy dark brown hair, brown eyes, and olive skin were in stark contrast to Peters own blonde hair and blue eyes. Without much delay, the two began what can best be described as a sword fight, the two young men moving with a grace that would leave many dumbfounded. Between the ducking, parrying and blows, Peter was able to land a blow, his fist and sword hilt finding the other man's jaw.

His opponents recovery was quick, and the two once resumed the violent dance until Peter swung his sword, twisting the dark haired man's sword away, sending it flying to the forest floor. Peter swung at the man's head, who ducked, causing Peter's sword to become embedded into the bark of the tree from the force. The dark haired man delivered a swift kick to the High King's ribs, sending him skittering to the ground. Peter grabbed a rock as the other man moved to pull the sword from the tree, and moved to use it as a weapon before a startling cry drew both of their attention.

"No, Stop!" Lucy cried emerging from where she had watched the entire ordeal fearfully. Both men stopped to look at her, before Peter looked around, hearing noises from all around him. Much to his surprise, animals, fauns, dwarves, minotaurs, centaurs and other Narnians emerged from the woods, distracting him as the other man succeeded in removing Peter's sword from the tree. With his own sword pointed at him, Peter narrowed his eyes slightly before a flash of recognition sparked through them.

"Prince Caspian?" He said slowly, eyes studying the man in front of him. Caspian narrowed his eyes, his lip bloody.

"Yes. And who are you?"

"Peter!" Susan's voice rang out clearly through the woods, both men turning as Susan, Edmund and Trumpkin joined Lucy. Understanding and disbelief flickered across Caspian's face as he looked at the four Pevensies and the sword in his hand.

"High King Peter," he said, a hint of confusion and awe in his voice as he realized the young man standing in front of him was the very same his professor had told him stories of.

"I believe you called," Peter responded smartly.

"Well yes but," Caspian glanced around at the 4 again, "I thought you'd be older." Peter looked at Caspian, an unspoken chord had been struck, and the High King had taken the prince's statement personally.

"Well if you like, we can come back in a few years." Peter said, inclining his head to his siblings and taking a step toward them.

"No!" Caspian said quickly, "That's alright, you're just not exactly what I expected." He looked at the three other siblings again, his eyes lingering on Susan a moment longer than the rest.

"Neither are you," Edmund spoke up, casting a warily confused glance at a Minotaur standing on a ledge near him, no doubt recalling his first visit to Narnia.

"A common enemy unites even the oldest of foes," Trufflehunter responded, looking at Nikabrik beside him.

"Jesus Caspian, I leave you alone for 5 minutes and you get into a swordfight with the High King." An exasperated voice rang through the clearing. Everyone turned to look at the lowest branches of a tree to the side of the Pevensie children, where a figure had seemed to appear out of thin air, standing atop the branch with her eyebrow raised at the Telmarine prince, shoulder leaning against the trunk, an entertained expression clearly visible across her features. The Prince cast her a look, to which she only rolled her eyes before jumping down to stand next to the young man. To a stranger they could have been siblings, the girl having long dark hair, the same color as Caspian's, falling to mid-back, and the same olive complexion as the man next to her. The only difference between the two were the girl's eyes, a gray that mimicked the clouds on a stormy day. She was dressed in a simple black dress, a black leather corset, and matching arm guards around her wrists. Strapped to her back was a leather quiver, fully stocked, and what seemed to be two long daggers, and a longbow was gripped in her hand. A leather belt encircled her waist, with several daggers strapped to it. The girl returned the bow that had been in her hand to its position on her back, curtsying slightly to the 4 Kings and Queens of old.

"And you are?" Peter asked her, not nearly as amused as his siblings had been by her entrance, an expression of indifference on his face. If this bothered the girl, she did not let it show.

"Embry Black, at your service!" She grinned eyes twinkling mischievously. Peter cocked his head at her, but it was Edmund who spoke.

"You don't sound like a Telmarine, in fact, you almost sound American." He stated, looking at the girl cautiously. Her smile dropped slowly into a grimace, her fist tightening around the dagger on her hip out of reflex. Caspian put his hand on her shoulder, giving it a reassuring squeeze and she shot him a grateful look. She opened her mouth to speak, but at that moment, Reepicheep chose to butt in, and her shoulders visibly relaxed, she so owed the mouse.

"We have anxiously awaited your return my liege. Our hearts and swords are at your service." He proclaimed bowing to the eldest Pevensie. Lucy leaned over to Susan,

"Oh my gosh he is so cute!" she whispered to her sister. Reepicheep's ears perked and he spun drawing his sword,

"Who said that!" He exclaimed, sweeping his sword through the air. Lucy looked at him guiltily,

"Sorry," she said sheepishly. Embry had to cover her mouth with her hand to keep from laughing aloud as the mouse in question attempted to recover himself.

"Uh, your majesty," he said moving his sword behind him and lowered his ears and tail, stepping forward with a bow as he continued, "with the greatest respect. I do believe courageous, courteous, or chivalrous might better befit a knight of Narnia." He finished by sheathing his sword. Embry was watching the mouse with a small smile on her face, remembering when she had said the same as Lucy but had received a sword in her face instead.

"Well," Peter said, obviously amused by the mouse, "At least we know some of you can handle a blade." Embry narrowed her eyes at the hidden blow at Caspian, but let the exchange continue.

"Yes indeed," Repicheep responded. Embry narrowed her eyes further as Caspian looked at the ground, obviously upset in some way. "And I have recently put it to good use securing weapons for your army sire." Embry shot a confused look at the mouse. It was _Caspian's_ army. She could see that Glenstorm shared her thoughts as he looked at Caspian, who had a look mirroring her own.

"Good, because we're going to need every sword we can get." Peter said, turning to look at Caspian again, his eyes briefly flickering to Embry.

"Well then," Caspian stated, "you will probably be wanting yours back." He shifted his grip on the sword so that Peter could grasp the hilt, which he did, swinging it and sheathing it with a look on his face that made Embry want to smack him. With that, Peter turned and began walking, most following behind him. Embry glared at the back of the blonde-haired boys head before shaking her head and following Caspian. He looked at her, "Are you alright?" he asked her softly. She huffed and looked up at him, him being an inch or two taller than her 5'10".

"Blondie is pissing me off and he's only been here 5 minutes." She stated bluntly, causing Caspian's eyes to widen slightly and a snort to sound from behind them. Embry looked over her shoulder at the dark haired boy who was trying, and failing, to conceal his laughter, raising an eyebrow at him. He raised his hands in mock surrender. "What's your name?" She asked him, taking him by surprise, her gray eyes peering at him inquisitively. He slowly lowered his hands and stuck one of them out in front of him, testing a theory.

"Edmund, Edmund Pevensie." He said cautiously, waiting to see if the girl would shake his hand. Embry moved forward and grabbed his hand with her own, shaking it firmly.

"It's a pleasure to meet you," she dropped his hand and curtsied, "your highness." She stood up, her lip quirking up in a smirk as Edmund looked at her dumbfound. Why had she asked if she clearly knew who he was? She turned back to Caspian who was watching the entire exchange amusedly. "I'm going to go on ahead, get things ready for your return." She moved to bow politely but Caspian stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.

"I have told you many times, there is no need to bow to me, little sister." He smiled at her as she returned the gesture, clapping her hand on his shoulder and smiling at the term of endearment he had begun to call her within the last few days. Although they had only met a few weeks ago, the two had quickly formed a sibling relationship, surprising many of the Narnians, she had been rather tentative around everyone for a while when she first arrived. Well, everyone except the prince, the centaurs and Trufflehunter.

Turning to the woods, Embry placed her fingers to her lips and let out a shrill whistle, waiting a moment before a horse galloped into view. It was a large buckskin horse, golden in color, with a black mane and tail; fully saddled, the horse approached her and whinnied. Embry smiled at her friend, gripping the saddle. Caspian reached down, and with one hand on her ankle and the other on her knee, he helped her onto her horse.

"Are you sure you are okay to ride on your own?" Caspian asked her. Embry nodded,

"I'll be fine Caspian, besides, Brego makes it easy, I don't have to do anything." She replied grinning and squeezing the horse with her legs, urging him on as she galloped past frazzled Narnians, all scrambling to get out of her way. Caspian watched her go, shaking his head before moving to walk next to Peter. Susan and Lucy began to walk but Edmund stayed frozen, stuck in his thoughts. Susan turned to look at her brother quizzically,

"Edmund," she said snapping him out of his thoughts.

"Sorry," he muttered moving quickly to walk beside his sisters. One single thought kept tumbling around in the Just King's mind as he walked: She shook his hand without hesitation – she was not Narnian.

**So I hope you all liked the first chapter of this story, which, as I'm typing this I haven't come up with but as you are reading this you probably know the title. Either way, thanks for reading! It feels really really good to be writing again, and to all the people who might have read some of my other stories, i'm really sorry i've been away for so long and hopefully I can get working on updating some of my other stories fairly soon! So thanks again and please Read and Review!**

** -****TheGirlWithTheDorkyDad**


	2. Chapter 2

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OC**

Embry leaned forward, clutching on to the reigns with one hand and threading the fingers of her other through dark mane of her horse, holding on for dear life as he went into a flat out gallop across the grassy expanse that preceded the stone temple known as Aslan's How. Why had she thought riding ahead by herself was a good idea again? She honestly had no clue and pressed herself as flat to the back of the dashing horse as she could.

"Brego," she hissed, her eyes barely open as the two barreled toward the stronghold, "I would really appreciate it if you slowed down please." Her horse snorted and Embry raised an eyebrow in contempt. "Yes I understand that I shouldn't have overestimated my riding ability, you don't need to rub it in you know." She muttered as her horse thankfully slowed to a steady canter across the remaining distance. The sky was clear and blue, white clouds dotting the endless space here and there. The sun shone down on the clearing, the grass swishing softly in the slight breeze, creating an aura of peacefulness. Pulling back on the reigns to stop her reluctant horse, Embry waited as a faun trotted over to her and took the reins before swinging her leg over and sliding off of Brego. Or at least that was the idea, but her foot had other plans. Gripping on to the top of the saddle, its smooth surface and her sweaty palms making a solid hold nearly impossible, Embry hopped on her right foot as she attempted to free her other from the confines of the solid metal stirrup. "Oh come on…" She huffed in annoyance when suddenly her hands slipped and her body fell backwards to land on the ground with a yelp. Unfortunately, her foot remained in the stirrup for a moment more before coming free with a twang in the girl's ankle. "Fuck that hurt." Slowly adjusting her hands to push herself to a standing position, she felt a soft hand grasp her bicep, helping her to stand.

"You know you ought to be more careful young one," A feminine voice laced with amusement and exasperation rang out, its owner earning herself a grateful yet annoyed look from the young girl. Embry rolled her eyes, brushed the dust off of her dark dress and turned to look up at the female centaur in front of her, peering at her for a moment then turning her eyes sheepishly to her feet.

"I know Windmane, I simply forgot your advice," The centauress sighed at the young girl in front of her. "I was simply in a hurry," Embry's eyes widened and she looked up at her friend, "we found them. The kings and queens of old. Well rather they found us, and Caspian and blondie got in a sword fight, but nonetheless we found them and they are on their way. That's why I was in a hurry." The dark haired girl finished, looking rather proud of herself for being able to deliver such good news. Windmane's back straightened and her hoof pawed the soft dirt impatiently.

"We must get ready then," she stated before turning and galloping down the sloped entrance into the darkness of the How. Embry looked after her friend before throwing her hands into the air in confusion and turning to take the reins from the impatient faun still holding her temperamental horse.

"Thanks," she mumbled and the faun nodded at her before scampering away and down into the How, most likely going to aide in the preparations for the arrival of the Kings and Queens of old. Glaring up at her horse Embry could see that if Brego had the ability to talk, he would have been laughing at her, the mischievous glint in his dark eyes was enough to tell her so. "What are you looking at punk?" She muttered to the golden creature playfully as she began to lead him to where he was kept; Brego being the only horse at the How considering Destrier's disappearance after Caspian escaped warranted him a few perks, especially from his main rider. She led him over to the small makeshift enclosure that a few of the Narnians had helped her make within the preceding few days, its basic wooden fence and small shelter made from branches and logs offering the two some sense of familiarity, walked her steed into the fenced in paddock and began to unsaddle him the way that Caspian had taught her. As she worked, her fingers occasionally fumbling with the buckles as she ran up the stirrups, her mind wandered to her first encounter with the runaway prince that she now considered a close friend. She smiled to herself, the corners of her lips quirking up slightly as she recalled seeing him pinned to the ground beneath the fearsome Reepicheep, not quite knowing what to make of the fun-sized mouse that held him at sword point. Further letting her mind wander as she tended to her horse, a feat that had nearly become muscle memory, she returned to her first recollection of being in Narnia. It seemed like ages ago, when in reality it was a few mere weeks that she had woken up in the strange land full of even stranger creatures.

_The smell of soil, damp and musty, was the first thing that assaulted her senses, followed by the bright sunlight that filtered through the leafy green canopy that partially sheltered her and pierced her eyes. Rolling to her side with a groan, Embry readjusted her head, using her elbow as a pillow and shuffled around to regain her previous state of comfort. Although she was half drunk with sleep, she paused as a blade of grass tickled her nose and the faint sound of birds chirping roused her further. Her mind sobering, Embry peeled open her eyes, nearly crossing them completely to stare at the single flower that was protruding from the forest floor several inches from her face, its pale white petals and delicate stem providing a stark contrast to the dark shrubs and branches that lay behind it. _

_ Cautiously, the dark haired girl used her palms to push herself into a sitting position, and spared a glance at her surroundings. Endless arrays of trees, all towering above her with thick canopies like blankets and everything beneath them looking the same. It was as if she was staring at a mirror, every direction looking the same as the previous as well as the next: leaves coated the solid forest floor, brush and brambles grew in much of the available space, and what spaces were lacking in vegetation there was the occasional tree root protruding from the soil posing serious tripping hazards. _

_Embry looked down at herself, noting her dark-wash ripped skinny jeans, black Converse high tops and the old baggy UC pullover that had been a gift from her grandparents years ago. Her lengthy dark brown hair was left free and tangled around her, a few pieces of brush stuck here and there, a result of her untimely nap on the forest floor. The girl froze. Why was she in the middle of the forest? Hell, what forest did she know that looked like this?_

_ "What the hell?" She muttered to herself, bringing a hand up to rub her eyes in disbelief and confusion as she took in her surroundings. "What happened last night?" Embry's thoughts immediately jumped to conclusions: she had been abducted and dropped in the middle of nowhere, she was still dreaming, or she had simply lost her mind. Opting to test her second hypothesis, the girl pushed up one of the sleeves of her old gray pullover and pinched the skin on her arm forcefully. "Shit!" She yelped as a shock went through her arm, pulling back her hand. "So there goes that idea, not a dream. That means either I was abducted or I've finally lost it. Or I'm high. Or drunk. Or BOTH." The girl's face twisted into a look of distaste at the last possible answer she had thought of. The last thing that she could remember had been falling asleep on her AP Calculus textbook as she worked on the lengthy assignment her teacher had assigned that day. She inwardly groaned: Mrs. Filch was going to have her head if she didn't finish those problems. _

_ Looking around one last time, the girl rocked her heels and pushed herself off of the forest floor, placing her hands on her hips and staring thoughtfully into the never ending trees. It seemed to be about mid-day based on the fact that the sun appeared to be directly overhead, so any idea as to which way was East and which way was West was completely useless. Not that it would have mattered considering that Embry had absolutely no idea which way to go. Sighing to herself, she hastily pulled her hair into a ponytail, securing it with one of the several elastics she always kept on her wrist in case of emergencies, frowning slightly at the indent it left on her wrist. Once more she surveyed the wooded area around her before deciding to make her decision the old fashioned way._

_ Slapping her right hand over her eyes, Embry extended her left hand, pointing into the space in front of her and began to spin in a circle, slowly at first, then gradually gaining speed as she continued her decision making process. Unsurprisingly, her foot caught on one of the protruding tree roots that had escaped her notice, and the girl cried out, her ankle tweaking slightly before she flopped face first onto the dusty forest floor. Groaning, the dark haired girl rotated her body to look at the offending limb, cursing it as she unlaced her left shoe, wincing as she saw the area surrounding her ankle already becoming red and purple hued and swollen._

_ "Fantastic, that's exactly what I need right now." She grumbled to herself as she gently replaced the shoe onto her foot, loosely lacing it up so as to not restrict her now swollen foot any more than necessary. It was not the first sprain that she had gotten, and it certainly wouldn't be the last. Nursing her twisted ankle, Embry began to limp in the direction she had nearly face planted, gingerly limping and occasionally gripping the tree trunks for support, profusely cursing her foot and her clumsiness as she went. The girl had not gotten very far before she heard a slight chuckle. Forgetting about the pain in her throbbing ankle, Embry frantically spun around, bending down to grab a decent sized tree branch and waving it around haphazardly. "Who's there?" She questioned loudly, "Come out whoever you are!" She paused a moment before adding, "Unless you're a murderer, then you can stay wherever the hell you are!" The chuckle sounded again, and Embry turned again, waving her stick once more._

_ "You are quite the brave young Telmarine are you not?" A voice responded to her statements, soft and soothing. Embry scrunched her eyebrows together in confusion._

_ "Telmarine?" She repeated the foreign word to herself before speaking again loudly, "I don't know who you are, but I'm warning you, show yourself!" Her brown eyes darting around her, the girl froze in shock as she caught sight of the owner of the mysterious voice. "What the bloody hell is going on here? Am I being punk'd right now?" She exclaimed, glancing up into the trees, looking for any sign of a hidden camera or recording device. Shaking her head, Embry looked once more at the speaker, her eyes widening fractionally with every passing second. _

_ Standing in front of her was a man. Sort of. His dark skinned face, upper body and arms were all well-toned and normal, but where torso should have met his lower half, his body seamlessly melted into the body of a horse, dark brown in color, four hooved limbs a tail and all. Strapped across his back, the girl could see what appeared to be a weapon of some sort, its long shape leading her to believe it was a sword or something similar. He was watching her with a look that could only be described as curiosity and a flicker of unsurity and fear. His front fo- hoof was pawing at the ground skittishly and his dark eyes were trained on her every move. His face was not unattractive, and his dark dreadlocks suited him, but Embry could not overlook the fact that this man was not in-fact human. She eyed him warily, taking a small step back._

_"What are you?" She asked him, her eyes betraying not only her fear, but her genuine curiosity in the creature in front of her. She had an idea, but needed affirmation before she could trust her books and stories. The man-horse glanced around before returning his gaze to the girl in front of him, narrowing his eyes slightly at the young girl._

_ "You wouldn't know considering it was your people who forced mine into hiding, would you Telmarine," He said, his voice taking on an underlying venomous tone. Embry took yet another frightened step backward before warping her face into a confused look and eyeing the creature in front of her._

_ "You're a centaur," She said in awe, meeting the centaur's gaze. He blinked at her tone, confused as to why a Telmarine would know what he was and why she was seemingly in awe of him. Embry shook her head slightly, replaying his last words in her mind and looked back up at the dark haired man, "What the hell is a Telmarine? I'm Irish dude." She paused thoughtfully before adding, "And if you wouldn't mind, where am I exactly, I kind of ended up in the middle of the woods and have no idea how to get home and I have this killer Calculus assignment that I have to finish or my teacher might actually kill me." The centaur looked taken aback at her bluntness. He opened his mouth before he was interrupted, this time by another voice that was neither his nor the girl's._

_ "I do not know what this 'Irish' is that you speak of, but I do know that you neither speak, act, nor dress like any Telmarine I have seen in my many years." Another centaur, this one appearing much older than the first, appeared next to the dark-haired man. Embry could see at first glance that the two shared many physical similarities, and concluded that the two must be related in some way or another. The younger centaur, lowered his head, slightly, whether in submissiveness or shame, she could not tell, and the older centaur continued, "You are in Narnia young Daughter of Eve, and we welcome you. Your arrival has been foretold for many ages," He inclined his head to the confused girl respectfully. _

_ "Umm, my mom's name is Jean," Embry responded with a raised eyebrow, "And you said Narnia? I seriously must be dreaming…" She trailed off slightly, eyebrows drawn together thoughtfully, racking her brain, trying to figure out where she had heard that name before. Abandoning her search and deciding that she would think about it later, she looked up at the older centaur, "You wouldn't happen to know which way Loveland is would you? It's kind of near Milford if that helps… at least I think it's near Milford." _

_ "There is nowhere in Narnia by either of those names," The older centaur gravely informed the girl who widened her eyes._

_ "Oh my god this is really happening isn't it," She looked at the older centaur once more for confirmation and he nodded to her. She slumped to the ground and buried her head into her hands, not crying but sitting on the ground in the middle of the forest in palpable distress. She sat there, head in her hands, hair draping itself like a curtain across her knees, for several minutes, before footfalls indicating the arrival of one of the centaurs. She glanced up, her eyes slightly watery, meeting the gaze of the older centaur._

_ "What is your name young Daughter of Eve?" He asked her, not unkindly, his voice a smooth and deep sound, soothing to her ears and her troubled soul._

_ "Embry, Embry Black." She responded to the kind centaur. He nodded at her,_

_ "Welcome to Narnia, Lady Embry. My name is Glenstorm, and that is my youngest son Ironhoof. Come, we are gathering for the horn of Queen Susan the Gentle of old has called us to do so, and the stars have told me that it is time. Let us continue, and perhaps we may find someone to tend to your injuries." Glenstorm looked at Embry pointedly, referring to her ankle, which began to throb more prominently._

_ "I thank you for your kindness, especially considering I don't know how to get home." She thanked the centaur politely. Then reaching to grab a taller, thicker branch from the forest floor to use as a walking stick, she followed the two centaurs, Glenstorm graciously answering her questions about Narnia and the Telmarines and telling her about the Kings and Queens of old and their defeat of the White Witch as well as their disappearance. Eventually ceasing to talk, the trio rejoined Glenstorm's two other sons Rainstone and Suncloud as well as their mother Windmane, who kindly set and wrapped Embry's ankle, the girl nodding her thanks to the centauress. _

_ The small company continued to move toward the Dancing Lawn, where Glenstorm said the Narnians were gathering. As they ventured through the forest, Embry still relying heavily on her makeshift walking stick, the party heard the unmistakable sounds of a fight echoing through the trees. Glenstorm turned to Embry and his wife who had been getting along quite well the past few hours._

_ "Remain here, we will return." He said simply and Embry glared at his retreating figure as the four males quietly moved toward the noises, which seemed to be coming from just over a small overhang that dipped into a long expanse of fern-like plants. Rolling her eyes and deciding to give into her curiosity, she crept as best she could behind them. Rainstone heard her futile attempt at stealth and shot her an amused look over his shoulder which quickly morphed into one of disapproval, to which she responded with a cheeky grin._

_ As they got closer, Embry could faintly hear the conversation between a man with a Spanish sounding accent and another. Breaking away from the three centaurs and slowly moving to where she could see the occurring interaction, a higher and slightly farther vantage point than that of the other three, she had to stifle a hearty laugh at the scene in front of her._

_ A young man with dark brown hair and tanned skin was lying on the ground, being held at sword point by a mouse. A MOUSE. Embry slapped a hand over her mouth to prevent blowing her cover and instead tuned her ears into the no doubt amusing conversation._

_ "Which is why I might live longer if I choose not to cross blades with you noble mouse." The shaggy haired young man was saying to the mouse that was currently perched on his chest._

_ "I said I would not fight you, I didn't say I'd let you live," The mouse declared brandishing his sword._

_ "Reepicheep!" Another voice cried out, and Embry looked down to see a wounded badger being supported by a black haired small man, presumably a dwarf, "Stay your blade."_

_ "Trufflehunter!" Reepicheep exclaimed, "I trust you have a very good reason for this untimely interruption."_

_ "He doesn't, go ahead." Deadpanned the dwarf and Embry had to stifle another laugh._

_ "He's the one who blew the horn!" The badger, apparently named Trufflehunter, said with labored breaths. Reepicheep looked at the man beneath him._

_ "What?" She faintly heard him mumble in disbelief. _

_ "Then let him bring it forward," Glenstorm said, striding into view flanked by his sons, "this is the reason we have gathered." He paused a moment before sending Embry a disapproving look to which she only smiled sheepishly and shrugged._

_ "I couldn't help myself, I'm a curious person!" She protested earning another reproving look from Glenstorm and a chuckle from Ironhoof. The badger, dwarf, mouse and man all looked at her with varied emotions as she emerged from her hiding spot. Trufflehunter looked at Glenstorm, _

_ "It cannot be," the badger's gaze flickered between the confused girl and Glenstorm who only nodded in affirmation. Embry huffed at their secrecy and hobbled over to a now standing young man and stuck out her hand._

_ "I'm Embry," She introduced herself and the young man looked at her hand for a moment in confusion, "You shake it. Don't ask me why, you just do." The man hesitantly took her hand and the dark haired girl shook it before pulling her hand away._

_ "I am Prince Caspian the tenth," the dark haired man responded and Embry smirked._

_ "So how does a prince end up taken down by a mouse?" She asked him cheekily. He looked at her, at a loss for words. He had no answer and the girl grinned and laughed brightly before the two began to walk after the centaurs, badger, dwarf, and mouse. Well Caspian walked, Embry limped. Nonetheless it was the beginning of a unique friendship as the two shared stories of their homes and childhoods, both secretly happy to be back in the company of another human due to the changing nature of everything else in their lives._

Embry was pulled out of her memories by a loud commotion from outside the How, Narnians clamoring to get into position. They were back.
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Pulling herself out of her thoughts and memories completely, Embry glanced over her shoulder at the far edge of the clearing where the grassy expanse meshed with the thickly wooded forest to see the figures of the scouting party and the Kings and Queens of old. Brego huffed impatiently and pawed at the ground with his front leg, causing the dark haired girl to roll her eyes at his childish behavior.

"Go on, I'll come see you later you brat," She told him affectionately, stroking his nose and patting him heartily on the neck, the buckskin steed nosing her hand in return before trotting away with a swish of his tail, his rider rolling her eyes at his actions. Embry strode over to the makeshift gate and slipped out, securely knotting the frayed rope to keep the door shut, grabbing her discarded weapons and sliding them across her back. Buckling the straps of her quiver across her chest, the girl began to walk toward the approaching group as they drew closer to the entrance to the How. Embry nodded at the Pevensies in both respect and acknowledgement, and Lucy returned her gesture with a bright smile, the others seemed to be too preoccupied with the approaching structure that loomed overhead to return the gesture. Catching Caspian's eye, the dark haired girl stuck out her tongue at him playfully, failing to notice the piece of stone rubble that lay just ahead of her.

Her dress and foot catching on the stone, Embry tripped and began her ungraceful descent toward the ground for the second time that day, throwing her arms in front of her to help break her fall. However, before she could face-plant, two hands firmly gripped her waist, and returned her to a standing position. Embry looked over her shoulder to see the Just King looking at her with an amused smirk on his face, quickly removing his hands from her waist.

"You're welcome," He stated and Embry raised her eyebrow at him before snorting in a rather unladylike manner,

"I totally had that," She retorted, eyes narrowing slightly, missing the look of shock on the dark haired boy's face at her words as well as the look of sheer amusement from his two sisters. Flicking her long hair over her shoulder and strutting a few steps forward, Edmund noted with a quirk of his lip that she was carefully picking her way around the pieces of stone, skirting the edges of them with her skirt in her hand, lifting the hem off of the ground to better see where she was walking. Caspian shook his head at her,

"Thank you, she does not care to admit her clumsiness," he offered to Edmund who simply shrugged in indifference. The group stopped upon passing through a tall squared stone archway as centaurs lined up on either side of the downward sloping ramp that led into the How, drawing their swords and raising them to form a sort of tunnel out of respect for the Kings and Queens of old. With little hesitation, the four Pevensies began to walk into the How, no doubt a practiced action, easily reclaiming their royal habits. Caspian cast his eyes downward momentarily, prompting Embry to reassuringly squeeze his shoulder before the two followed the royals into the How.

Embry smiled softly to herself upon seeing Lightning Bolt with his sword raised as well, it being slightly too low due to his shorter stature, and the older centaur reaching down to lift his arms higher as the young centaur shared a smile with Lucy. The sun glinted off the lifted blades, and although there was little sound, Embry could imagine a swelling anthem playing in the background, the entire thing reminded her of a movie scene; it was so picture perfect that it was almost surreal.

Entering the dark confines of the How was a stark comparison to the free, airy feeling brought upon by the open expanse outside. The stone walls and dimly lit spaces, illuminated only by the flickering light of the torches that littered the walls of the stone fortress, along with the echoing sounds of hammers on anvils smelting and forging weapons for the Narnian army bounced from the walls, causing a ringing in the dark girl's ears. The musty smell that clouded the thick air inside the stone stronghold and the heat of the anvils and forges added to the sense of urgency that was palpable in the air around them. Peter and the others looked around, a slight look of approval on his face as the High King watched the Narnians hard at work.

"It may not be what you are used to," Caspian told him, "but it is defensible". Peter and Edmund stood with Caspian, eyes surveying the setup of the stronghold, Edmund noting the piles of weapons that were stocked in many of the available spaces. Lucy walked over to a small section of the room with less weaponry and more of the armor and clothing that a few of the Narnian's had been working on. Embry watched the young girl for a moment, and walked over to join her.

"They are nowhere near as nice as yours your majesty, but they are sufficient." Embry said politely to the young girl. Although it was odd for Embry to be to addressing someone younger than her with such respect, she had heard many stories and legends about the Kings and Queens of old, and found that many of their accomplishments more than warranted such treatment. Lucy looked up at the dark haired girl,

"I think they are lovely, and I must say I rather like your dress Lady Embry. And please, call me Lucy." The Valiant Queen said kindly and Embry in return,

"Only if you call me Embry." She said with a grin before turning to look at Caspian. Out of the corner of his eye, the Telmarine prince watched as Susan walked toward a small passage that seemed to appear in the rock face. As the fair queen looked at the visible walls, viewable by the flickering torches, her expression warped into one of surprise: eyebrows drawing together, lips pursing and slightly forming an 'o' shape. She turned quickly, her clear blue eyes briefly meeting Embry's dark, inquisitive ones.

"Peter, you may want to see this," she stated an underlying hint of shock in her voice as her three other siblings, Caspian, and Embry all came to her side. Embry's jaw slackened. She had been here for nearly a week, yet had never noticed this part of the How. She must have been too preoccupied she concluded. Nonetheless, she ran her fingers lightly across the paintings and carvings on the stone walls, gently tracing some of the shapes and pictures with her fingertips. Peter grabbed a torch from its place so as to better see the spectacle before them. There was silence in the corridor for a moment, all but Caspian seeming surprised by the etchings in the walls. Embry fingered the carving that depicted two young girls astride a large golden lion, her mind a mess of thoughts and connections as she stared at the drawing. Her eyes caught on another piece of the wall, and she slowly padded over to it, placing her hand on the wall next to the depiction.

"It's us," Susan said in disbelief as the four looked at the drawings with a perceivable longingness in their gazes. Lucy sadly looked at Caspian,

"What is this place?" she questioned him, curiosity and confusion in her voice. Embry barely heard this ongoing conversation, her attention was captivated by the scene on the stone in front of her. A faun stood, cloaked in a red scarf, underneath what appeared to be a lamppost. He held above him a simple parasol, and snow was draping his surroundings. There was something about this particular scene, something familiar to the dark haired girl that regarded it with such curiosity.

"You don't know?" She heard Caspian ask the Kings and Queens of old, who simply gave him blank stares at his question. The dark haired man grabbed the torch to his left, lifting it from its holder, the metal scraping against the stone walls, and strode down the passage. The four Pevensies followed him, Susan pausing to lightly touch Embry on the shoulder to signal that they were going. Upon catching sight of the drawing that Embry had been so engrossed in, the older girl's eye's saddened. Sparing one last glance at the faun, Embry followed Susan as they moved to catch up with the rest in the passage.

Edmund had paused at the next torch on the wall, and waited for Embry and his sister to pass him before he gripped the torch firmly and removed it from the wall. Peter and Caspian leading, they walked in silence for a moment before the dark passage gave way to an even darker opening, nothing visible other than the small space illuminated by the three torches. Caspian moved off to the left, stepping down slightly, and Embry quietly moved to stand near him, not wanting to intrude on the siblings as they eyed the space curiously. Carefully, Caspian lowered the torch, and with a flick of his wrist, ignited the rest of the room. As the fire spread, the trench-like light source illuminated countless sculptures on the walls of the cavern. Fauns, Satyrs, Centaurs, and Dwarves were all depicted on the walls, and as the fire reached the center of the room, the dark haired girl's breath caught in her throat in awe.

In the center of the wall, a great lion had been painstakingly sculpted into the wall, sitting regally.

"Aslan," Embry breathed inaudibly. The four Pevensie children stepped forward to stand in a line, each roaming the space with their eyes in awe, before each rested on the massive stone ruin in front of them. The Stone Table, the very same that Aslan had been sacrificed on, killed by the White Witch on, and resurrected on – a feat that caused the table to be cleaved in two – stood in the center of the cavern. Susan and Edmund shared a look, their faces each showing the shock and awe that all in the room inevitably felt.

Lucy stepped forward, gently placing her hand on the stone table. She looked back at her elder sister,

"He must know what he's doing," She stated confidently. Susan looked at the carving on the great lion once more, her mind unsure.

"I think it's up to us know," Peter replied with a tone of finality, to which everyone glanced at the lion once more. Embry felt a hand on her shoulder, and she turned her head to see Caspian nod his head slightly toward the main part of the How, the dark haired girl nodding in response. Leaving the Pevensies to their memories, the two quietly returned to the center of the How where Caspian located Reepicheep and Rainstone, gathering the two and Embry. The four moved to the piles of newly allocated weapons, several wagon loads and Caspian nodded his head approvingly.

"I did not have the chance to ask you before, but I see that the raid last night was successful?" He asked the three standing before him. Embry nodded. Although technically Rainstone had been in charge, she and Reep had been placed second in command for the orchestration and execution of the previous night's mission. They, along with a company of Narnians, had made their way to the River Beruna, and crossed it, emptying multiple wagons of weaponry during the night. They had completed the mission without a hitch, and upon returning in the morning, Embry had decided to go and join Caspian and the others on the scouting party.

"I may or may not have left that little message we discussed," Embry told him mischievously and Rainstone looked at her, shaking his head slightly.

"I attempted to dissuade her milord, however she insisted." The centaur pursed his lips at the now smirking teenage girl next to him. Caspian chuckled and shook his head at her antics.

"We should all know by now, Embry is not one to be talked out of doing anything," He reassured the centaur, the girl in question merely smirking wider, "Now what exactly did you do?" Embry crossed her arms across her chest, flicking her long hair over her left shoulder and shifting her weight. She shrugged,

"I carved a little message into the door of one of the wagons," She said nonchalantly examining her nails carefully.

"What did it say Embry?"

"'You were right to fear the woods –X'"

Embry glanced up at Caspian who was nodding approvingly at her. Reepicheep, who had somehow remained silent through this entire ordeal, chose this moment to speak up,

"I found it rather clever milord, and you gave her permission to do such a thing?" The mouse asked, and Embry reached out a fist to the mouse, who reluctantly bumped it with his own closed fist. The girl mentally cheered. Although it had taken some convincing, she had finally taught Reepicheep how to fist bump. Caspian smiled at the two before answering the noble mouse,

"Yes, I told her to make sure they knew who had been there, the wording however was entirely her own." Embry mock saluted her friend, before a large yawn suddenly overtook her. She stretched her shoulders before meeting the accusing look that Caspian was giving her.

"What?" She protested.

"Did you come straight out to the scouting party after the raid last night?" He asked her. Embry shrugged sheepishly.

"I wasn't tired?" She replied, her excuse lacking any sort of reassurance to the Telmarine Prince.

"Go get some sleep Embry," He told her and she looked at him offended.

"I'm fine-" She was cut off by another large yawn. Glaring at Rainstorm and Reepicheep, who were both failing at concealing their audible chuckles, she sighed in concession.

"Now Em." Caspian ordered her before his voice softened, "I'll wake you up later when it's your turn on watch." The dark haired girl nodded at him, shooting him a smile and sending a final glare to the mouse and the centaur before turning toward where her room was set up inside the How, stifling another yawn with her hand. Mid yawn, she felt her shoulder roughly bump someone else's.

"Sorry," she muttered through yet another yawn, not bothering to glance at who she had just encountered, and continuing to her room, leaving an amused Edmund watching her go. Upon reaching her room, she unbuckled her quiver, belt, and corset, not bothering to change her dress into one of the few others that she possessed, and flopped face first onto the small bed, immediately finding solace in her sleep.
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Groaning softly to herself, Embry buried her face deeper into the pillow she held clutched in her arms, sighing softly. She would have to get up eventually. Grudgingly, she pushed herself to a sitting position and stretched her arms above her head, feeling her back creak in satisfaction, and rolled her shoulders in small circles. Frowning, the dark haired girl stood up and walked over to the small pile of her belongings that were stashed in the corner of the small stone room.

"Why didn't Caspian come wake me for watch?" She murmured to herself as she dug through the pile, forlornly looking at her soft pullover – one of the few items she had to remind herself of her home. Pushing the sweatshirt to the side, she instead opted for a simple forest green dress that brushed the floor, with sleeves that just passed her elbows. Shedding her dirty black dress and throwing it into the opposite corner of the room to be cleaned later, she slipped the clean garment over her head, shuffling around as she worked her way into the dress. It was a tad bit on the small side, but it was one of the few things they could find that suited the girl. Reaching over, Embry grabbed her leather corset, lacing it up the back to the best of her abilities. It was not as tight as the normal corsets worn by women of the time, but was more for the purpose of protection, the thick leather providing an extra layer in case of an attack. Blinking herself awake, Embry strapped on her belt of daggers, opting to leave her cumbersome quiver and longbow in her room, and ran the brush like tool given to her by a kind dwarf woman through her hair, wincing at the sound of the brush tearing through the knots.

Pulling her hair up into a ponytail as she walked toward the center of the Howe, Embry was thankful that the few hair ties she had were in one piece. Tightening her ponytail, Embry entered the central part of the How, scanning the room for Caspian or the Pevensies. Not seeing any of the people she was looking for she walked over to a faun that was fletching arrows.

"Excuse me, have you seen Caspian by any chance? He was supposed to wake me for watch." She asked the faun who smiled at her.

"Of course my lady, I believe he is outside tending to your horse. He nearly bit off the hand of the poor satyr that tried to feed him this morning." The faun told her, frowning at the mention of her horse's behavior. Embry shook her head before pausing, replaying the faun's words in her head.

"Did you say this morning?" She asked him carefully, and the faun nodded slowly. Embry groaned aloud, "That bastard didn't wake me up for watch. Thank you very much." She smiled at the faun who returned the gesture and went back to his work. Embry spun on her heel and stalked off up the ramp toward where her horse was stabled. As she approached, fuming and ready to give her friend a stern talking to, she was able to hear the prince's exasperated voice coming from the makeshift paddock. The air was heavy with mist, making any sort of clear visibility more difficult.

"Why won't you just eat?" Caspian's thick Spanish accent came from the edge of the paddock. "I do not understand why you are being so difficult…" He muttered and Brego snorted, almost seeming proud of himself based on the way that he was carrying himself, nose pointed upward. Embry chuckled at her horse, whose ears perked at the sound. The buckskin horse, looked over his shoulder to see his rider and neighed happily, trotting over to her as she let herself into the paddock. He nosed her affectionately and then sent what can best be described as a glare at Caspian who stood with a bewildered expression on his face. "I give up!" he exclaimed, running a hand through his hair. Embry patted her horse on the nose and walked over to the dark haired prince.

"I've got a bone to pick with you Caspian," She stated accusingly, pointing at him with her index finger. "Why didn't you wake me for watch? You know how much I hate being useless." Caspian looked at her guiltily.

"You needed your sleep Embry, you were tired and had done more than enough to help. I apologize for not waking you, but I will not apologize for putting your wellbeing first." He responded meeting her gaze evenly. Embry's expression softened.

"Thanks Cas," She smiled at him, clapping him on the shoulder affectionately. He smiled at her, returning the gesture before throwing his arm over her shoulder. The two were interrupted by Brego's loud whinny. Her steed was looking at the two of them with a scandalized expression, his mouth full of his breakfast. The two laughed and Embry shook her head, wiping tears from her eyes.

"What is wrong with your horse?" Caspian asked her. The dark haired girl merely shook her head.

"I would tell you if I knew," She chuckled. The two walked back to the How talking and laughing in a way that you would see siblings do. Well siblings that got along. Embry waved at Windmane as the two reached the ramp into the How, the centauress waving back. Once inside the dark confines of the How, Embry shrugged off Caspian's arm, reaching up to tighten her ponytail again. "I'm going to go relieve whoever is on watch, I believe my shift is long overdue," she explained to him. The dark haired prince nodded. Mock saluting her friend, earning a chuckle from Caspian, the dark haired girl turned and walked off toward where the access to the higher parts of the How were located. Smiling after the girl, he sensed a presence beside him and a glance told him that it was none other than King Edmund.

"King Edmund," Caspian greeted politely, inclining his head respectfully. Edmund held up a hand,

"Please just Edmund," he requested, to which Caspian nodded.

"To what do I owe the pleasure Edmund?"

"What is her story?" the dark haired king asked Caspian, taking him aback. That had not been what he was expecting. Reaching up to rub the back of his neck uncomfortably, Caspian waited a moment before responding.

"It is not my place to tell, you would be better off asking her yourself if you really wish to know," the prince gestured toward where Embry had disappeared. Edmund stared after her thoughtfully before making a decision.

"Thank you," Edmund nodded at the prince in a similar token of respect before moving after the dark haired girl, one hand on his sheathed sword at his hip out of reflex, the weapon smacking his leg with every step. Caspian watched the king go before smiling softly to himself and returning to his duties, specifically finding the High King.

Embry sat on a rock on an upper ledge of the How, having relieved a fair haired faun from his duties, not missing the bandage on his hand nor the dirty look he sent toward her horse's stable. She sat peacefully, scanning the clearing, her eyes searching the dense woods for any sign of the Telmarines. The dark haired girl reached up and pulled out her hair tie, running a hand through her hair as it fell around her shoulders. The sound of scuffling on the rocks to her left alerted the girl that she had company, and upon looking, she was surprised to see that King Edmund had joined her on the ledge-like space.

"Your Majesty," She greeted him, not taking her gray eyes off of the tree line. She felt him sit down next to her, leaning his back on the outer stone wall of the How. They sat in silence for a while, neither a word, both enjoying the misty morning air.

"I know you're not from Narnia," his accented voice said suddenly, making Embry's heart stop. She quickly collected herself, and from the corner of her eye, she could see the dark haired boy watching her carefully, his warm brown eyes surveying her for any sign that she was affected by what he had said.

"I have no idea what you are talking about sire," she replied in a clipped tone, refusing to meet his eyes. Edmund narrowed his eyes at the girl next to him.

"Who are you? I mean who are you really and where are you from?" He asked her, never breaking his gaze as he watched her every move carefully. Until he knew where she was from and who she really was, this girl could be a threat. Embry sighed, shoulders visibly dropping. She looked down at her hands as she brought them to clasp together in her lap, her hair falling in front of her face to form a curtain.

"I already told you, my name is Embry Black your majesty." She paused for a moment, hesitating "I'm from Loveland, Ohio. In America. So I suppose you guessed correctly, I am not Narnian. Well not by birth anyway, but I still feel a sense of belonging… I tend to ramble sometimes, my apologies your majesty."

"Edmund," The boy beside her said suddenly. Embry peered up at him from beneath the curtain of long dark hair that separated the two.

"Sorry?"

"It's just Edmund."

Embry smiled to herself, before looking back up at the tree-line. The two sat in comfortable silence for another moment before Embry cleared her throat and spoke once more.

"Is there anything you would like to ask me your maj- Edmund?" The dark haired girl caught herself, and bit her lip, waiting for his reply.

"How did you get here?" The Just King asked her, limiting himself to only asking the girl beside him one question at a time, although his mind was overflowing like a flooding river. Embry sat back, a piece of rock digging into her shoulder blade as she drew her knees to her chest. Still looking at the clearing she spoke,

"If we are being completely honest, I have no idea. One minute I was working on my Calculus assignment, I fell asleep on my textbook and then I woke up in the middle of the forest. Ironhoof, Glenstorm's son, is the one that originally found me, his father joined him soon after. That's all I can tell you really…" She trailed off glancing at Edmund to find him looking at her in curiosity.

"So you haven't been here that long at all have you?" He asked her gently. Embry bit her lip once more and shook her head.

"I got here right after Cas blew the horn. So a few weeks maybe?" She answered him. Taking a deep breath, Embry spoke again, "What was your home like? I know you aren't from Narnia originally, and you sound pretty British to me so I can only assume that you are from England," she smiled as he chuckled at her.

"Finchley, actually," He corrected her and she rolled her eyes at him, "England is alright, we were actually on our way back to school when we came back. What about you? What is it like to live in America?"

"It's great, I mean I like it. It's home really. What about your parents? Do they know where you all disappear to?" She teased him, but was secretly curious as to what her own parents would think of her disappearance. Edmund looked down at his hands.

"Time doesn't really pass when you're in Narnia. We were here for 15 years the first time, then when we went back we were the exact same age as we had been when we got here. It's only been a year and a half for us, but centuries here. As for my parents, mum stays home really and dad's fighting in the war." The dark haired boy told her. Embry's eyebrows scrunched together.

"I didn't know Britain was involved in a war," she stated confused. Edmund looked up at her in shock before quickly angering.

"You're bloody joking right? I mean I know that American is staying out but to say that you don't know what war is just…" he trailed off seething and shaking his head. Embry glared at the boy beside her.

"What are you talking about? Our troops have been in the Middle East for years and are just now coming home, so I don't think you have any right to say we're 'staying out of it'!" She snapped back at Edmund. He looked up at her, the anger subsiding for a moment.

"America was never in the Middle East, they've stayed out of the war since the last one. They only joined that one near the end anyway." Edmund mumbled, half to himself.

"Edmund, what year is it?" Embry asked him suddenly, her back straightening, eyes burning in curiosity, "back home?" The dark haired boy looked at her like she was mental.

"Embry, it's 1942." Embry froze, her mouth opening slightly, and Edmund could see the wheels turning in her head.

"Oh my god, no fucking way." She muttered to herself before groaning and throwing her head back against the stone, wincing when it met her skull with a thump, "You've got to be kidding me…" She sat there for a moment, then burst out laughing. Edmund eyed her carefully, as she laughed hysterically, tears welling in her eyes. After a few minutes, Embry wiped the tears from her eyes, and upon seeing Edmund's stoic face, sobered completely. "You're not joking are you?" She asked him quietly.

"Why would I be?" Edmund asked her in an equally soft tone.

"Because where I came from, its 2016."
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Edmund stared at the girl in front of him in disbelief, his dark eyes meeting her gray ones, both showing how much shock they were actually feeling. Edmund struggled to find words,

"But how?" He asked her. Embry shrugged.

"I haven't the slightest idea," The two returned to their comfortable silence, each gazing across the clearing before the How lost in their thoughts. Edmund unconsciously shifted closer to Embry, resting his weight on his right hand, his shoulders leaning against the cool stone behind him. Embry, if she noticed his movement, did not say anything. Their shoulders millimeters from touching, the two sat in silence for a few more moments.

"The war," The dark haired boy asked her quietly, "who wins?" Embry pursed her lips, shuffling her body so that their shoulders were touching, if only to ease the mind of the boy next to her.

"The good guys," she replied simply, looking at the boy next to her out of the corner of her eye. It was an interesting sight to see, two human teenagers, sitting on a ledge outside of a large stone temple, each looking out across the plains that were spread out in front of the How, lost in their own thoughts, shoulders pressed against one another to provide a small amount of comfort to help ease the troubled mind of person sitting next to them.

As she stared at the tree-line, Embry once again became lost in her memories, the tendrils of past events wrapping around her focus and drawing her into her own mind as she further contemplated why she was in Narnia in the first place.

_The Dancing Lawn was an indescribable sight. A simple small clearing located deep in the woods, cosmetically it was not a stand out. It was the event occurring in the clearing that made the lawn so incredible. Narnians littered the rocks, outcroppings, trees and overhangs surrounding the space. Embry and Caspian were both in such states of awe and disbelief that they could do little else but stare in wonder at the Satyrs, Fauns, Minotaurs, Dwarves, Centaurs, and other Narnian peoples perched on every available surface. The sky had long since turned dark, and the clearing was illuminated only by the eerie glow of the moon, the cold light bathing the forest floor. Caspian gripped the horn in his hand, the ivory surface reflecting the moonlight, and stepped into the center of the lawn. Embry glanced around, not quite sure where to go and quickly padded over to where Windmane was standing, a little ways from Glenstorm and his sons. _

_ Upon entering the center of the space, the Narnians had begun to shout, hooting and cursing the Telmarine people. The anger of the creatures in the clearing was so thick it could have been cut with a knife, the distrust radiating from each body that was near her. Embry moved to sit on a small boulder, effectively concealing her from the majority of those who had gathered. Those who could see her paid her little attention, for they were focused with narrowed eyes on the shaggy haired prince that stood in the center of the crowd. The rowdy Narnians surrounding her made Embry uneasy, not only due to their emotional state but due to the fact that many were considerably larger than herself. In particular, the large bull like creature that stood slightly to her left created a bubble of fear in the girl. It was at least double, if not triple her size, and unlike the centaurs she had met, it did not seem to have the same soothing disposition. _

_ Angry cries erupted from the gathered Narnians and Embry winced at the harsh words._

_ "Kill him!" One angry centaur shouted. Embry grimaced, perhaps not all centaurs were as levelheaded as Glenstorm and his family._

_ "Telmarine!" came a call from an enraged faun. Another faun was quick to follow with a shout of,_

_ "Liar!" _

_ "Murderer!"_

_ Nikabrik stepped forward, the angry black haired dwarf seething as he pointed a thick finger accusingly at the prince._

_ "All this horn proves is that they've stolen yet another thing from us!" He angrily declared to the Narnians._

_ "I didn't steal anything," Caspian responded levelly, his dark eyes trained on the dwarf, a flicker of determination appearing in his gaze. The terrifyingly large Minotaur chose this moment to speak up, _

_ "Didn't steal anything?" He bellowed in disbelief, "Shall we list the things the Telmarines have taken?" His ears flicking and his large hoof brandishing his crude axe toward the prince creating a rather terrifying spectacle. The Narnians cheered in agreement. To Embry's surprise, Windmane made the first discernable contribution, shouting, _

_ "Our homes!" Embry glanced around uncomfortably, looking for an escape route if this whole thing went south. Tuning out some of the cries of the Narnians, she located a possible escape route a little off to the side of a dwarf, zeroing in on the space. The dark haired girl was so engaged in planning an escape route, she nearly missed Caspian's response._

_ "You would hold me accountable for all of the crimes of my people?" He asked, looking around at all of the creatures around him. _

_ "Accountable…" Nikabrik walked toward Caspian, his hand on the dagger at his side, "and punishable. Embry eyed the exchange with newfound interest, resting her back against the stone surface behind her and folding her arms across her chest. The dark haired girl couldn't help but smirk when Reepicheep entered the conversation. _

_ "Ha! That is rich coming from you, dwarf." Reep bounded forward, drawing his sword as he moved toward the pair. "Or have you forgotten that it was your people who fought alongside the White Witch?" He continued, brandishing his sword accusingly at the sneering dwarf. Nikabrik flicked the sword away._

_ "And I'd gladly do it again, if it would rid us of these barbarians!" He snarled, gesturing to Caspian. _

_ "Then it's lucky that it is not in your power to bring her back," Trufflehunter stated, joining the center of the crowd, "Or are you suggesting that we ask this boy to go against Aslan now?" The badger's statement elicited a strong reaction from the gathered Narnians, and Embry smiled approvingly at the badger. Caspian looked around as the crowd vivaciously supported the great lion. "Some of you may have forgotten, but we badgers remember well…" Trufflehunter continued, addressing the gathered creatures, "that Narnia was never right except when a Son of Adam was king, and a Daughter of Eve was queen." Embry's head shot up at the last few words of the badger's sentence, and was surprised to meet Trufflehunter's steady gaze. _

_ "He's a Telmarine!" Nikabrik scoffed, "Why would we want him as our king?" The black dwarf had chosen to ignore the latter part of his friend's statement, and glared at the young man in front of him. Narnians shouted their support and Embry rolled her eyes at the rowdy crowd._

_ "Let the man talk!" She shouted commandingly, and surprisingly the sound almost immediately quieted. The dark haired girl's eyes widened considerably and she shrunk down in an effort to conceal herself from the prying eyes that were looking for the owner of the voice._

_ "Because I can help you," Caspian stated with a tone of sincerity, "Beyond these woods, I am a prince." He looked around at the gathered Narnians. "The Telmarine throne is rightfully mine! Help me claim it, and I can bring peace between us." Embry caught movement out of the corner of her eye, watching with peaked interest as Glenstorm strode forward._

_ "It is true. The time is ripe." He stated, looking at his people. "I watch the skies, for it is mine to watch as it is yours to remember, badger." Slowly walking to stand in front of the few in the center of the lawn, he stopped and looked at them. "Tarva, the lord of victory, and Alambil, the lady of peace, have come together in the high heavens. And now here, a Son of Adam has come forth to offer us back our freedom." He paused a moment, glancing at Embry who was watching him carefully. He nodded, almost imperceptibly at Trufflehunter, "and a Daughter of Eve has appeared from the same lands as the Kings and Queens of old." Another uproar sounded throughout the clearing and Embry nearly choked on the air around her. Windmane stepped to the side to reveal the startled girl to the rest of the Narnians who quieted upon seeing her._

_ "It has long been foretold that another Daughter of Eve would arrive in Narnia, or have many of you forgotten the prophecy?" Trufflehunter looked directly at Embry, who gave him a bewildered look. "**When**__** a Daughter of Eve arrives once more, an end shall come to an age long storm, no longer a time of fear and death."**__ Murmurs of shock rippled through the crowd like a pebble that was dropped in a stream. Embry stared at the badger, contemplating his words in her mind, mulling them over. It was silent for a moment before she spoke._

_ "Well," she stood up, "that doesn't really rhyme." Cautiously approaching the center of the Dancing Lawn, she cast a fearful glance at the Narnians around her who were all eyeing her with various expressions on their faces. "What does that even mean Trufflehunter?" She asked the badger who bowed respectfully to the girl, who in response made a face. "Please, don't bow to me. That's weird." The badger looked at her with what she could only assume to be a raised eyebrow._

_ "It means that you bring with you an end to this era of oppression," Embry balked at his words, looking at Glenstorm in disbelief. The centaur slowly nodded his head._

_ "Look, I'm not who you all think I am. I'm just a high school student from Ohio, I have no experience in fighting or prophecies. How am I supposed to end this?" She whispered frantically to the badger, crouching to be at eye level with the creature._

_ "That is for you to discover my dear. All that I know is that Aslan chose you for a reason," The badger consoled Embry. Embry glanced up at Caspian who nodded his support and took a step back so that she might address the Narnians. Shaking slightly, Embry squared her shoulders and stood at her full height. _

_ "I do not know the entire extent of what has been done to all of you, but I do know that it was unjust and it is time for the oppression of Narnia to come to an end. I may not know all of what I need to know to help you all, but if I am indeed the Daughter of Eve in the prophecy, I wish that you all know I will do everything in my power to help you take back your home, for it is my home now too." The dark haired girl spoke clearly, looking at each Narnian with the same determined gaze. The clearing rang with cheers and support, causing Embry to smile. She looked over her shoulder at Caspian, nodding for him to resume his speech, and walked to stand next to Glenstorm, who gave her a slight nod of approval. A squirrel began to speak to Caspian as Glenstorm put his hand on the young girl's shoulder._

_ "You did well young one," he praised her. Embry let out a breath she did not know she had been holding in. She reached across chest and patted the centaurs hand._

_ "Thanks," she murmured back, turning her attention back to Caspian and his declaration._

_ "Two days ago," Caspian was saying in response to the squirrel's question, "I didn't believe in the existence of talking animals, or dwarves, or centaurs." he pointed to each of the mentioned Narnians. "Yet here you are, in strength and numbers that we Telmarines could never have imagined." He held up the ivory horn in his hand, "Whether this horn is magic or not, it brought us together. And together, we have a chance to take back what is ours." He finished, looking directly at Embry and Glenstorm. _

_ "You know where I stand, your majesty," Embry said to the dark haired man, respectfully dipping her head to him. Glenstorm stepped forward._

_ "If you will lead us, then my sons and I," he drew his sword and held it upright, both hands firmly grasping the hilt, "offer you our swords." At that, Ironhoof, Rainstone, and Suncloud all drew their swords. In a truly inspiring sight, Embry looked around her to see each Narnian holding up their weapon with a look of fierce determination in their eyes. The sounds of weapons being drawn echoed amongst the rocks and although she had no weapon on her person, Embry knew that she too would have raised it if she had one. _

_ "And we offer you our lives, unreservedly." Reepicheep bowed to Caspian. _

_ "Miraz's army will not be far behind us, sire." Trufflehunter pointed out, forever the voice of reason in the situation at hand._

_ "If we are to be ready for them, we need to hurry to find soldiers and weapons." Caspian said loudly for all to hear. Then softer to himself, "I am sure they will be here soon." Embry walked up to Caspian. _

_ "Your majesty," she curtsied as best she could in jeans and a pullover before a hand on her shoulder stopped her._

_ "Please, I grew up on stories of Narnia, and have heard the prophecy of which your arrival was foretold. You have no need to bow to me." Embry smiled at the prince's statement._

_ "I know you will probably be pretty busy considering you will be running an army and all, but would you be willing to help train me? If we are going to war, I need to know how to fight." Embry asked the man. Caspian regarded her unsurely. "If you don't want to train me simply because I'm a chick, then you might want to think again," she narrowed her eyes at the Telmarine. Caspian's eyes widened._

_ "No of course not milady, I would be happy to train you." He replied quickly, but the dark haired girl caught a hint of nervousness in his expression, to which Embry smirked. The two looked up as Glenstorm approached, his footfalls barely audible on the soft sod._

_ "Come my lieges, we go to Aslan's How," With a swish of his tail, the centaur turned and the two young humans followed, Narnians filing in behind them as they walked. _

"Do you see that?" Edmund's voice brought Embry out of her thoughts and she turned to look at him. He was staring intently at a spot along the tree line, heavily shrouded by mist. The dark haired girl narrowed her eyes, squinting to get a better look. For a moment she saw nothing, then a slight glint of metal caught her eye, and she was able to decipher the shape of a Telmarine soldier astride a bay horse. Swearing under her breath, she stood up, watching the soldier turn his horse and gallop into the woods.

"A scout," she said to the boy who had risen to stand next to her, "We need to tell the others right away." Edmund nodded and Embry turned to descend back into the How when a hand gripping her wrist stopped her. She turned to look at Edmund, who held her wrist firmly in his hand, his palm warm and calloused against her smooth skin. His grip, while firm, was gentle as he looked at her.

"We will find out why you are here, I promise. And we will find a way to get you home." He vowed to the dark haired girl. She quirked the corner of her lip sadly.

"Don't keep promises you can't keep Edmund." And with that the dark haired girl removed her wrist from his grip and disappeared into the How, once again leaving a confused King staring after her.

**So that's Chapter 5! I hope you all enjoy it, I originally had the content from 4 and 5 structured differently so I had written the entire flashback scene and then decided that I wanted to lay out the chapters differently. So I hope you like the little bit of Edmry in this one as well and now we know a bit more as to why Embry is here in the first place. So please Read and Review and tell me what you think! Hopefully I can start working on the next chapter fairly soon but in the meantime I would love to hear what you all think so far! Thanks for reading!**

** -TheGirlWithTheDorkyDad**


End file.
